AIN’T…
JOHN ROCHE
…no Santa Claus.
Let me tell you sumthin’
You’re effin’ wrong.
I moved from New York City to the Pittsburgh suburb of Monroeville in 1974. I didn’t know a lot of people at first, but I made friends during my early days as a Yinzer. Entering my first Christmas, one of my new best friends asked me to play Santa Claus for a youth event. A cheap outfit supplied; I enjoyed my new persona. 
A year later, Peg came home from her teaching job at the Community College of Allegheny County announcing, “Hey love, the school needs a Santa Claus for the North Side children’s program. Could you do it?”
“I’d be willing to do it. But I need an outfit.”
“I’ll make you a suit.”
At the time, one of Peg’s passions was sewing. She offered to create a suit for me.
“I accept.”
Peg produced a beautiful red corduroy outfit that Santa wore for over twenty-five years. In combination with my spit-shined combat boots, a well-fitted beard and a medium sized pillow, I did not play Santa. I was Santa.
It didn’t take long for Santa to get regular gigs. The routine included gatherings at parties for the less fortunate kids. Santa went to the homes of his friends who had young children. Over two decades, Santa was the hit of the party at the 911th Airlift Wing children’s Christmas party.
More than once, Santa heard the following comment from a child, “I know you’re the real Santa because you have real boots.” At the time, most Santas wore a cover over their shoes, sneakers, whatever.
The bottom line is the reality of seeing the smiles, no, major smiles on the children’s faces over the years. Those smiles convinced me. Say what you want, but I lived it. Yes Virginia, there is a Santa Claus.
For those of you who know me, you know I can’t get out of a discussion without a little bit of a storm. I have a fond memory of a Santa event. 
Santa performed for several years at the 911th Airlift Wing adult Christmas banquet. He would suit up after dinner and have revelers sit on his lap. 
“Have you been naughty or nice?” he would ask.
The usual requests for Santa would follow.
One occasion stands out. Santa was sitting on his throne. A very attractive young redhead, who was dressed in a seductive outfit, sat on Santa’s lap. Santa became very excited, and the redhead knew it. Both laughed their asses off. For years after the occurrence, Santa and the redhead would give a wry little smile every time they crossed each other.
Yes, Virginia. There is a Santa Claus.

